








October 13 This real sequence must be woven into those of the 
phantoms. The train has entered a tunnel: that is, black cloth has been 
draped outside the windows. 

Now the lights begin to fade and brighten again at irregular intervals, 
while the vibration of the train increases. Guido is suddenly hot, brushes 
his hand across his forehead, looks round him, outside and inside, sees his 
wife’s face reflected in the window and highlighted in irregular flashes, 
and breathes with greater and greater difficulty. Now, the white-clad figures 
emerge slowly from the dark. 

Marcello portrays Guido’s unease so well, and the lighting effects and 
the vibrations are so convincing, that one is really almost ill. 

At the end of the afternoon Sandra and Barbara bring presents for 
Federico and the technicians. There is a long pause while packages are 
unwrapped against a merry obbligato of crackling colored paper, exclama- 
tions of pleasure and affectionate kisses. Then Guido resumes his suffering. 

“It’s fortunate that Sandra, in her condition, has strong nerves,” Mar- 
cello remarks, wiping his forehead between takes. 

It is fortunate that Federico knew that beneath Sandra’s vivacity there 
is an unlimited reservoir of Olympian serenity of the sort Signora Carla 
had to have. 


October 14 When shooting ended yesterday, Sandra said, “I’m 
glad you didn’t finish today: it’s the thirteenth.” Gianni has postponed his 
departure to the very last minute—tonight. 

It is Sunday, so we are alone at Scalera’s. A vast calm fills the dining 
car, a closeness charged with a warm affection for Federico that everyone 
feels within himself. We have come to the final speech, after the appearance 
of the figures in white: 

‘For a moment,” Guido says, “I felt as if I had been set free. For an 
endless moment I felt at peace with everyone. I felt myself—as I am, not 
as I wish I were. I would like to kiss you all, and ask your forgiveness. I 
didn’t realize: it’s easy to take you as you are and love you. It’s wonder- 
ful . . . Luisa, I can’t say anything different to you. I don’t think there 
is an ending.” | 
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